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Looking Ahead

for

Christmas
—A Uniqu:z Plan

OU have some friend

or loved one you want

to make a handsome

present this vear. It
may be a Gold Watch, a Dia-
mond Ring or Pendant, a
handsome Silver Piece or
other worth-while gift in Jew-
elry.

Why not make us your
Jewelers this year? We have
a magnificent stock, includ-
ing the richest gift picces of
the year—andour “CHARGE
IT” Plan will enable you to
select a substantial gift of real
value and pay for it on a con-
venient svstem of pavments.

Our guarantee of quality
can be depended upon—both
our Jewelry and our prices
will be found satisfactory—
while our “CHARGE IT”
Plan is the most reasonable
and iairest selling plan ever
inaugurated in Washington.

COURTEOUS TREATMENT, WHETHER
YOU BUY OR NOT.

Schwartz,

The Jeweler,
824 Seventh St.

{Near Eye).

Capt. Wm. A. Pennoyer iz Now With Us.
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Roller
Skates.

OYS and G'rls and Men and
Women with weak ank es can
mrow enjoy the exhilarating
pastime of Roller Skat.ng
withont danger.

These Skates pot on!y afford

. perfect ankle support, but tuey
are made on & new principle, with two
wheels. larger than the uwmal type, which
sllows of a movement and balance exacily
like ice skating. The tires of the wheels

are ¢ut from aluminom tobine, with a
smzll percentage of bronze. Th's me‘al
is tongh end cling= to the floor. allowing,
with the two wheels, a bhetter prin Ip'e of
skating carved strokes, because the frout |
wheel automatically turn= v the proper
direction to suit the equillicium of the
skater.

Thes=e Skates are made cf the very best
materials, and they offer a new prine’;le
n- Reller Sfkates which will dou' 1+ the
pleasure of the exercise as well as en-
able manv people to skate who could pot
do.e0 before.

Price, $5.00
BARBER & ROSS,
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Bhirts, Blankets, |
Collars, Curtains, '
Cuffs, Lingerie. ||

Announcement

de SALES
HAND LAUNDRY

(Formerly 1134 Conn. Avenuel

‘ has moved to its new
butlding. 1730 L st.

(Near Rauscher's)

Increased Facilities.
Efficient Service,
ALL Hand Work,

r' 0271140

|
{i

i
i

1 marry:
j!

b

AreetLes pem Epan

e

at

Still Selling

' LoweredPr ces
| = S f
—Art Goods, School Drawing Sup- |
plies,” Engineers and Surveyors' |,
Supplies, Cast=. Drawings, Ther-
mometers and other goods we want |
to close out before removal to our
new store.

' FRED.:A. SCHMIDT |
. 516 Ninth St. 3% Zou

of F St
| Geap-2ea

OWN there in the
French quarter
ey had grown up;
in one of the fine
old houses that
looked sternly upon
the street and smil-
ed only- within the
privacy of the
walled garden
where a fountain
cooled the heated
alr, and tall palms
guarded the stately entrance (huge iromn
doors, which rarely swung open to let
out the troop of merry laughing children.)
Their mother, incapable of realizing the
necessity of action, had drifted on with
the tide, when she found herself, at the
cloge of the war, a widow with three
| little girls, a small income, a great house,
{and a horde of domestics, as incapable
jof taking care of themseives as was she
' 8~ made no change in her way of living;
| she did not know how. The armoires were
! replenished as regularly as the seasons
{ changed, and the little Jarreaus present-
| ed at school as dainty an appearance as
| though Monsieur Jarreau® still rode,
| wa.chfully, through the flelds of cane and
| no ruinous mortgages menaced the splen-
| 4.4 estates that had descended In his
il’amlly from generation to generation. It
had almost broken madame's heart that
!as her girls grew older she was forced
| to gsend them to public schools, where

| they not only mingled with Americans,
| but were taught by them. “Mon Dieu!
What will they be?’ she cried. ““The

Americalnes are so crude—they have no
manners!”
Alas! The time came

America.nes. The old house passed out
of her possession, and the terrible ques-
tion of self-support presented itself.

“What shall we do, my children? 1 have
so little that it 1Is nothing.” It- was
Jeanne, the eldest daughter, who answer-
ed this appeal.

“We will move uptown, we will take
a house there: we will Fave boarders; 1
will teach muslic. Clemence will give
French lessons. Angele shall help you
! keep the house.”

. “Impossible!” said Madame  Jarreau.
| “Never vet has one of my house dis-
graced herself thus. No, it shall not be.
We shall starve first.”” Bhe threw out
her hands with a fierce gesture, her del-

when madame |
was forced to live in the midst of ces |

ANGELF

ANDRE

BY LOUISE C. BOWLES

alr. Never hefore had the magnol.as open-
ed their smooth loveliness more lavishly

Jung their sweetness more prodigally upon !

the summer night. Every
breeze was laden with love, and Andreas;

led to the altar of a united life. The davs

pictured itself upon the faces of the timid,
that forced the foolhardy into bravado, |
there was only a whisper that

tropical town,
tlons, forced

had,
itself

against all
into

B pre-au-
New Orleans

possible, were sent away, and soon upon

icate features were suffused with indig-
nant coler. But the cool common sense
of Jeanne prevalled, and before very
long the little familvy were established,
in a large house In the garden district,
so high above Canal -street that not a
sound of that other life of the old town
penetrated to sadden them with valn sug-
gestions in their brave efforts to attaln
independence. Mme. Jarreau 4id not con-
cern hersz2lf much abeut the house; she
thought it was enough that she, the
widow of Omere Jarreau, should open her
doors; besmides, there was old Lisette in
the kitchen, and who could ask .more
than te drink her coffee, and to eat the
dellciouzs gumbos, for which she was so
justly celebrated?

If madame took any interest .-in the
welfare of the house, it was. ehown in
her firm but courteous insistence upen
credentials. She knew too well what was
due fo her to allow the new or the vul-
gar rich to penetrate the atmosphere of
aristoeratic refinement which her old
name and her o¢ld silver alike helped to
create.

There were very brave and very cheer-
ful, those creocle women. All day the
two older girls went from houge to
house, giving their lessons; and all day
the lttle Angele tripped up and down
the long stairs, encouraging and scold-
Ing the cld servants, who had known her
as a little child; and all day madame,
who used to =it in a high, cool chamber,
with vines clambering over the windows,
sat_in a little gallery room such as her
s-rvants had, and mended her  children’s
clothes, and sighed over a past that
would never come back again.

In the evenings they-all made toilettes
for dinner, and they were so gay, S0

that one could not imagine that they
could be tired. Often they went -to the
opera, and If the soles of their little
shces were not abcve. reproach, the
dimpled shoulders that rose from their
simple muslin dresses were, and the
sparkling, animated faces, radiant with
courage and with health, drew many an
eve to their box, and made youth and
age alike pause beside them.

Oftentimes Sunday they had eoirees.
There were music and conversation, and
sometim' s dancing; little cakes and ices
were handed about. Some of the boarders
did not approve of this; they thought it
would be better if the lunches "werc¢ less
meager and theeoirees fewer. But they were
frugal Americans of New Engiand stock.
Perhaps they could not know that these
| creole girls, with their Celtic tempera-
' ments, their love of excitem nt, would
+ have &rooped and withered under the mo-
notonous existence which the boarders
would have . pr scribed as befitting their
‘ poverty. What did they know of get-
| ting ahead? What did they care? They
. had a home, they had the necessitivs of
, life, and God had planted in their h-arts
: the necessity of song, and so ‘they sang.
| And one sang with them, - He was a cre-
ole, too.

He was a creole, too—that {¢, he was. a
Cuban, and he had come Into their midst
with a certain little-air of mwstery and
reserve, which had meltei away under
the genial influence of their home. He
was handsom: in a swarthy way, and
there was something that was melancholy
in his soft, dark eyes. Unlike most Cu-
bans, he was tall and athletic in his buiid.
After the firmt barriers were passed he
took his place as a prime favorite in the
household and It was perhaps not un-
natural that the girls should spoil him.
He was 80 big and yet go gentle.

When he came in to dinner Jeanne
would exclaim, her eycs alight with mis-
chief, 1. roi! Le rol™

Clemence would make room for himtoe sit
beside her; but the littie Angele sald neth-
ing, would oniy give him on. swift glance
fromm under her long, black lashes, and it
was perhaps for this reason that his eyes
were oftenest fastened upon her demure
face.

It came about very quietly,
' Angele said to her mother, “Mamma, I
have promised to marry Andreas de Ce-
rillo.”

“You have promised to marry Andreas
de C.rillo!" cried madame, horror-strick-
en. ‘Mon -Dieu! What are we coming to?
It 18 I. vour mother, who should ve
| made a marriage for you, and You, a
| baby, tell me that yeu have promised to

It iz impossible, 1 say!"”

“*Angele laughed, and recpeated obstl-
nately: “I have promised to marry An-
dreas. 1 am an American now. [ will
marry like an American girl, the man 1
love, not & man picked out for me.”.

“My father sajd to me.,” Mme. Jarreau
began fechly, “ ‘M. Jarreau has done us
the honor to ask for your hand. 1 have
promised it.” And I said: ‘I thank you, my
father,” and I was a glad and happy
wife."” !

It is all changed,”” sald. Angele.

“lI will never consent,” sald madame.

But she did consent in the end. The
way had heen pointed out too long for
her to be able to tread a path for her
own making. But she could not reslst
‘he temptation of confiding to one of the
boarders, in her charming broken Eng-
| lish, the state of min@ in which she found
s herself:

“Me:! 1 was astonish when Angele say
to me. ‘Mamma, I go to marry Andreas
de Cerillo.” Thoege girls make me astonish,
‘tout le tempi; they are not like the
voung girls that I know. They wish to
be like the Americalnes; they wish to

. marty like the Americajnes; and, mon

WALL PAPERING Dieu, they have come to treat me 1ke
e |the Americaine mothel:t's.“lt is notdone

. low W ou.rage? Me, myself—That Monsieur

MFI!I!:.G .lt'.:l:teis _&‘";.m: h:r;o ‘mflnm:ug: Cerillo he is reech, and he I8 loving
tisgppolnt. Tel ne Main 7T183; agent will call | Angele a great deal-but—I do not know—
-hrum« and estimste. me—it is all so strange and so out of
T & T VR, nature—" But the Ifttle Angele did not

think so. She went.about now with a new

Piano Repa
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WASHINGTON PIANO REPAIR 00.,
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light In her dark eyes. She sang more
gayly in the mornings when she gave out
the linen, and soon she was sgen sitting
in corners, shyly rolling and whipping the
dainty ruffies that are so large a psrt of
a creole trousseau. The whole family
rolled and whipped ruffies, and dainty
hemstitching; and there was many a gaYy
laugh and jest. Andreas himself was not
backward in adding his share to
kindly teasings that bnm?h_t rich
color to the young girl's seft ch

i The world seemed full of love. The

bright, so full of mirth and laughter, |

One day |
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balmy breath of the tea-olive filled the’

and the brave into helpful action. At first |
“the ! nights since
fever,” that dread scourge of the semi-,and in those troublous times it was no

. I ! | no longer fluttered in the doorway.
to the moon. Never before had the roses  leaned agalnst it for support.

whispering | man.

and Angele walked in that enchanted gar-; gele closed the door
den of yvoung hope where every pathway :away, a strange lightness at her heart.

sped, and they were counting the mo-|was very tall and her black gown fell
ments, when a change came  over the|in graceful lines about her figure.

life of the old town; an excitement, at | hands trembled a little as she removed !
first suppressed, grew into a terror that her bonnet and veil

The women and children, wherever it was | her “Mammy.”

the houses of the rich and poor alike! watel: the patient and cool the parched

“yes,'' he said, faintly.
Mme. Jarreau listened eagerly.' Angeie
She”

My mammy,” said the sick

Jarreau breathed freely. An-
softly and weut

“Mammy)y'!

Mme.

The octoroon rose to- her feet, She

Her

“You will let me wateli beside him,”
she said, pleadingiy.
Madame conesented. It had been many

she had s’'ept unbrokenly, |

uncommon thing to accept service even
from strangers, and Andreas had called
There was so little to |

to God.”

be done in the sick chamber, only to

HIS$ EYES WERE OFTEN SET FASTENED ON HER DEMURE FACE

it matter? Black and white are the same

Angele shrank from her in speechless
horror. the warm blood rushed hotly
through her veins. The shame of it was
more than she could bear. The love
within her seemed turned to hate. She
gazed upon the dead man’'s face with
loathing. He had deceived her; he had |
da'ed to dream. of linkine to her vure;
blood the blood of a degraded people. It
was a crime Her tears had . to
flow; her heart seemed turned to fire,
she walked haughtlily away. i

The woman caught her hand. “Ah no,'
do not leave me!” she cried. ‘‘Listen and
I will tell you how it happened.

“I was a free woman, one of those un-)
fortunate women, too good for a negro’'s |
wife and not good enough fer a white
man’s. But one white man saw me and
loved me enough to make me his wife.
Not here, oh no; he took me to England
and married me there. When my so0on

A —

—
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passers-by of the tainted atmosphere.
Brave men and women were_organized
into relief bands,
bury the dead, and many

fell by

the firefly fluttered

learning hers in

ling of life in the stricken city.

laid him on his bed. He knew no one
who had long since given over her old
oppoeition to hlin, sat beside him and
niursed him tenderiy. Angele crept in from
time to time and would stand motion-
lesa bheside him, but he seldom knew her.
His consclousness came and went at in-
tervals.

For 'the most part, the reom was very
Btill and dork. and the high bed with
its canopied ton seemed like a catafalque.
and madame sitting there, the mother of
sorrows. One morning Angele opened the
door of the sick room and ushered in a
closely veiled woman. When she threw
back the veil it was scen that she was
almost white, and that ler features bore
a. strik'ng resemblance to those outlined
upon the pillow, a resemblance that made
madame stare haughtily, 'and awakened
an uneasy interest in Angele's breast.
The wom~n did not wait to he interrogat-
ed. hut pdvanecad swiftlvy and softly.

““Is he asleep?’ she said.

at the bedside, and liftad one of the thin
hands, kissing it passionately.
| opened his eyes and sazed upon her with
no apparent recognition.

“My son,” she s=aid. =oftly, “‘do rou nnt
know me? My son, speak tb me.” This

dulled brain; one of the recurrent inter-
seemed

effort to remember

in his eyes.

“No,”” madame answered: “‘he is in a
stupor."”’
The woman sank down upon ber knees |

were seen the placarde that warned tbe' lips.

the |
wayside, and one of these was Andreas. | there was a change for the worse in
No longer the night lured the lovers Andreas. "He was raving deliriously, and
into the garden, no more the moth ard,K whenever his nurse would approach him
around them. The | he became more violent.
leeson of love is pain, and Angele was
the hours of anguish! away.
]which ghe spent alone while Andreas gave; would ery.
his every energy and thovght to the sav- | an!”
is -mammy?—] want her—mammy, mam- | and now—he is dead.”

|

and babbled incessantly. Mme. Jan-eau.;

Andreas |

vals of consciousnéss had come. but the | yellow,
painful to | would
him; there was almost a look of agony  You of that one festering drop of black

Madam: e¢staklished the woman
in her own chair, repeatgd the doctoi’s
instructions, and left the room -on tip-

to nurse the sick and |.toe.

When she came back, some hours-later,

“She- is- black, I tell you. Take her
Bleed it out! Bleed it out!” he
“Save me from-that wom-

Then he would change. “Where

One day they brought him home and | my!” he cried, like a petulant child.
A tortured soul looked out fiom the | emoltion.

o%tm'oon's eYyes. :

“1 must go away,” she sald, desperate-
l¥y. *“I do him harm, not good—and I
would give my life for him.”

She caught up her honnet and left the | wept . together. -

house. .
For a week the chances of life and

came-to ask news of the s=ick man,

One day she found crepe upon the door.
She did not ring the beil, but passed into
the house unchallenged, and Into the
chamber of death.

Angele was there alone, kneeling at
the bedside. Everything had been done;
the figure lay calm and straight, the
hands were folded on the breast, and
upon the beautiful features of the Cuban
was stamped the seal of divine ‘love and
strength. .

The woman * stood sllently beside the

sobbing girl.  She neither spoke nor wept.
Angele looked up. *Why are you
here?' ghe cried, fiercely. It is you who
have killed him. He was doing very
well untll you came, What right have
you—-"*

**I am his mother,”” answered the
woman,

“Oh, no, no!” Angele said, shudderingly.
“Ile denied me;'"" the woman went on

in a monotonous voice; ‘‘he called me

time her voice seemed to penet-ate the fhis nurse, and 1 had borne him.* ‘Mam-

my." he called me, because my -skin  is
and he knew that your pride
make vou spurn him if he told

blood in his velns. T let it pass when 1

was born we were in Cuba, where no
one asked why my skin was dark.
“When my husband dled, Andreae, who
was always hot-headed, got himself
mixed up in one of the political plots that
are always going on in Cuba, and he was
forced to come away—he was proscribed,
and he.came he.e to live. I followed
him, to find myself once more -despised,
to realize that if he was to be respected,
to make hls way in the world, I must
keep my distance—that I must give him |

1

death hung etenly balanced, and every mother’s hand and stood with her for

day at a certain hour a veiled woman ;a

iof the dead face was unbroken.

'background as the ‘coffin. was  slipped

jher hands full

| deeper' nature- that God gave her in.

up. And so I have kept apart from him,

For the first time the woman showed
She wrung her. hands in
anguish. .

The - nobler . qualitiz\s. of Angele’s na-
ture awoke. She threw heér arms|
around the .woman’s .neck,- and they

loved him—you more than
She took the

“We both
Angele said, sofily.

long time, gazing silently upon the

face of the dead.

‘*‘Andreas,”” she called. The name

lingered- on the sllence, but the pasage
e

drew the sheet up.

“It is better .that he cannot answer,”
she said. : .

Nobody knew but . Angele that " the
tall vellow woman, who stood in the

into the.vault where the bones of the
dead Jarreaus had reposed for genera-
tions, was  the mother of Andreas de
Cerillo. Sometimes the girl goes to
see her in the convent, where the sad
and sorrowful of a. despised race find
refuge; and sometimes they meet, in !
the old St. Louis cemetery, each with :
of flowers; and some '
time, God willing, the heart of the
little Ange'e will bloom again, its sea-:
son of blight over, -and its. flowering |
_shall- he “all the sweet®r becapse of the

place of the chlld’'s lieart which had
been buried in the grave of ‘her young
lover; Dbut "the  heart of that other
woméan, the mother, ‘who had ‘been born
{n the shadow, would have no helated

blossoming.

Edith Lattleton In Nineteenth Century and After,
A craving for the theater, once it exlsts,

fs not to be stilled by any other food; in

London alone there are something like

read, who never go nesar a picture gal-
lery or a concert hall, who take no in-
terest in public affairs or politics, whose
lives arc completely unstirred by the cor-
porate life round them. How much more
do those who love poetry and novels,
beautiful colors and mausic, or  whose
hearts beat respousively to the joyvs and
woes of their fellow-men, flock to the
theaters. The fact needs no assertion;
it is patent to every one. Whatever may
be said of the people of other nations
or continents, the British race loves the
drama, sunpports it, applauds its votaries
and hungers for it so keenlv that thou-
sands of lves are spent in ministering to
this passion. It is easy enough to as-
sert a fact, difficult sometimes 1o explain
ft. But here we have not far to seek
The theater appeals to =0 many sides of
human nature. It can make men laucgh
and cry; it can make them tremble with
fear and thrill with emotion; it can
please the most fastidlous sense of
beauty, the finest ear and the best trained
eye. It can also compel concentrated at-
tentijon—often the great difficulty in other
arts—partly because it appeals to two
senses at once, while most of the other
arts appeal only to one; partly because,
speaking broadly, its call ix directly to
the emotions rather than to the intellect
Men and women are ecssentially curlous

300 theaters. FEvery proyincial town pos
gesses one; nmany have two or three.
People will go to the play who. never!

i

|

*My =on,” she whispered again, “doithnught that he would live, but now I |(Copyright. 1909, by Harper' & Brothers, all rights
you not know me?”’ have come to claim my dead! What does reserved.)
= = g - -
The Craving for the Theater. !a’bout one another and interested in the T]ie-Hatch Takers.

minute exterior details of human exist-
ence. Listen to the story one rustic is
telling another; it is rarely about ani-
mals—or If it is, the animal becomes a
human- being and therefore interesting—
but the tale is ‘generally abont how “old
Garge lost his hat” or how “Polly burat
her.-finger.” Listen to two girls talking.in
the underground railway, *“Then ’e says
tg 'er—and she took on awful.””  Listen
to: women gossipinrg over thelr wash'ng,
it is always the same—a recital -of what
one human being said or did to another
human being. The interest is eternal.
In . the theater conjecture is gratified,
sympatiiy. rcused, laugh e.r provoked, all
without effort to the spectator. And there
is- more than this. ‘The theater creates so
potent an illus on that for the time maly
a man and woman is transported into a
different sphere; they forget thei. own
life and surroundings and’' become actors
ithems. lves. - The stage has its s orles of
"successful {llusion like otaer art. Bees
may not mistake the scene pairting and
buzz above the cardboard flowers, nor
may dogs howl at the elect.lc moon; but
anly the other day a sailor jumped on to
the stage from out of the audien-e and
offered to fight any man who insulted
the heroine. ‘The point need not be
labored—the art of the theater is deepiy
enthroned in the heart of the wester
nations, and will never be deposed. ;

“Say, paw," queried little Sylvester
Snodgrass, “what's a test.case?"”

“A test case, my son,” replied Snod-
grass, sr., “is a case brought in court
to decide . whether there's enough in it
to Justify the lawyers in working up
similar “cases.”—Lippincott’s Magazine.

| hegging.

.th' re is no doubt that it allows one's mind

From the London Globe.

We suppose that everybody has at some
‘time or another been addressed by a total
stranger with a request for a match, and
we think that the anthor.of a-new novel
Is . on the wrong tack when he writes:
“His was one of those negative figures
that natare apparenthy’ produces when ghe
is not leoking. From a human point of
view there was nothing repellant in that
good-natured, kindly, - prosalc face, that
firm and stocky .pose, He was the sert
of man that any strang.r would ask for
a match.”” There Is no sort of man whom
‘any stranger would-not ask for a match.
Whether you have or have not negative
‘features it s all the same to the match
taker., We ourselves, whose nose, for
instance, is about the most positive thing
that the community as at present consti-
tuted cantains, have often been asked for
a match There arr no ethies in the thing
either. Nobody stops to consider whether
it is a bad habit 'to get into. Nobody asks
what is- the logical ountcaine-. of match
From ma h begging to match
hoarding-is but a small step,and for the
match hoarder there is no lielp: The mi}-
lionaire in Mr. Barry' Pain’s sketch, who
robbed -small hoys of thelr matches and
looted refreshment rooms- at-railway sta-
tions, was perhaps an exireme case. But

to dwcli on . the .value of matches. One
insensibly begins to attach an exagger-
ated importance to them. . Many men of
.Qur: uaintance who are generous of
their tabacco to the extent of pressing it
upon the person who does. not want. it,
and fr ently Insisting that he shall fill
his plpe with it, winece perceptibly gt the

far simpler sacrifice:of' a' wax:vesta.

Frog "

STREET.

NO CONNECTION WITH ANY OTHER STORE

“Opportunity Monday”

This is the store that ‘‘does things.”” We live-the policy that we

terests best when we are serving you best.
In the specialty lines that we feature you will always find the advantage of quality and

price on your side—and always attended by the most complete assortments.

are serving our own in-
r

And then, occa-

sionally, when conditions make it possible, along come these special values at special prices.

Extra good values.

_sortments get broken.

Bilack, Blue, Tan, and
Gray 8Serge and. Cheviot
Buits; new model coats and
skirts; velvet or cloth col-
lare; best satin linings.

Worth §25 . . . . ..

sizes, including extra sizes.

Regular $30 values .

worated: full. range of col-
: coats and skirts cu
very latest lines;
teed satin and peau

cYghe limings; all
simen.

Regular $35 values .

o 9 @
Ladies’ Suits
Remarkably
priced. Give yourselves the full ad-

vantage of this “Opportunity” by
- coming early Monday before the as-

-

Broadcloth, English Serge, Diagonals.
Cheviots, in plain colors; be-
sides several very stylish fan-
cy weaves, The coats are
satin lined: the styles are
distinctive, and there are all ]

New Fancy Mixtures, in the most-wanted
rough weaves; also camel’s hair and unfinished

all eolors;
ent proportions

to match

Ready-to-Wear Hats

Children’'s Trimmed Beaver Hats;
all sizes

Ladies’ Felt Sailors, in black and
all colore: trimmed with =ilk bands

.............................

These are two of the biggest values
that have been offered this season.

in the differ-

. $2.98

and

J

Black Ostrich Plumes

These are the best grade; carefully selected;
are full 16 inches long.

You'll find them equal to
any $5 plumes anywhere. . .

$9.98

color

500

Persian Silk Waists

Another lot of those Persian Walists; in naw
combinations
very dressy, and are in great de-
mand; all slzes in this new lot.

Regular $7.50 value . . .

and designs;

$5.98

- ful limes; handsomely finished.

Full-Length Coats
A Monday “Opportunity.”

Pull-length Coats; in new fancy weaves and
plain gray, blue, and tan shades; cut in grace-

' | Best you ever saw for $20,

as they can be.

$15.00

Broadcloth Coats
A Monday “Opportunity.”

Strictly All-wool and Fast-color Broadeloth

Long Coats; semifitting style: lined all throuzh
with best grade satin.

Genuine $25 Coats. ...

As stylizh

$19.56

satin; all sisss

Plush Coats

A Monday “Opportunity.”
Caracul and Plush Coats, both of the best

@; cul the new length; thoroughly male and
ned all through with sua.r.ntoed‘ 4 —~

Regular $35grade. ... ...

$25.00

Pony Coats

A Monday “Opportunity.”

Ponyskin Coats, the most artistic blending
you have seen; all selected skins;
lined with fancy brocade satin;
handsome butions.

Regular $75 grade.......

$50.00

- THE FIRST WINDMILLS.

Question of Ownership of Wind—De-
~ sign of Movable Dome.

From the London Globe.

Windmills are sald to have been intro- |

duced into England by the Knights of
St. John, who observed them in -
among the Baracens in the crusades, but

how long they had been in existence be- .

fore this it is not possible to ascertain.
A watermill was bullt In Bohemia in the
vear 718, for an old chronicler mentlons
it, going on to say that ‘‘before that

use

time all the mills In Bohemia were wind-

mills set upon the summit of hills.”
Windmifls became so common through-
out Furope in the thirteenth century that
the Pope compelled thgm to pay tithes
to the church, and landed proprietors and
the ciergy were forever guarreling as
to the ownership of the wind!

In Zee-!

land a certain abbot built a mill to grind:

hia corn In spite of the violent opposition
of his landlord, who -said that he was
the owner of the wind on his property
and no one elfe- had -the right: to make
use of it.

The, Bishop of Utrecht was appointed

‘arbitrator, and he when told of the mat-

ter flew into a rage, declaring that what
wind there was In his diocese belonged
to himself and the church, and he pro-
ceeded to prove him contention by at once
granting the abbot full power to build a
windmill when and where he chose. .

" For hundreds of years windmills were
among the most important adjuncts of
industry, yet they hardly changed from
tfe rude and promitive design of ear.lest
days. They were fixed in one position,
and so could only be worked when the
wind blew from .a certain quarter; while
the four sails boasted no slats or check-
ing apparatus of any kind, which must
have been most inconvenient at times.

The first idea of arranging a mill =o
that it could be worked ‘“whene’er the
wind did blow' was that of tethering an
ordinary ‘mill in the middle of a pond
by means of ropes. When the wind
shifted the ropes were loosed and the
mill dragged a.ound until the salls were
caught hy the wind, and it was then
again tethered as before.

Later on a great pole, which was
worked on the principle of a turntable,
was affixed to the mill. Not until 1500
did Holland, the -land of windmills, in-
troduce a movable dome carrying the
sall axle. The dome ran on rollers and
was shifted around by means of the pole
mentioned above. These ancient mills
were often of massive build, being made
ofoo%rlck or stone, and latér entirely of
wood.

- S
For the Philatelists. -
Peom the London Post.

Sale of stampsg not'for postal but  for
sollectors’ use is quite an item of revenue
- some foreign countries, and even the
British post -office receipts are no doubt
augmented at times by the purchases of
philatelists. 8ince the death of the late
king and.pending the introduction of the
new - George V. stamps, ' there seems to
have been several Interesting changes in
the shades of the color of some of the
stamps, although the alterations have
been effected without notice. Of the 24
the color has varied in respective issues
from lightest 'green to a dark or olive
green, which is the most recent color.
The différences in-shade and printing are
easily distinguishable. It would appear
that In respect of these ‘‘shades”™ some
of the philatelists have been ‘‘caught
napping.”” and that there has been much
inquiry here and there for different spec-
imens. The lighter shadez have, how-
aver, become practically obhsolete and are
not easy to-obtain. Then the 1%%d stamp
has also aspumeéd a darker hue. Lilac
varieties seem to be scarce, the more
recent issues being of a decided purple.
The bihve and the 1d rose red have
occasionajly become fuller in color. Un-
used copies of the 4d green and brown,
which were superseded November 1 by
the 4d orange, have also become rare.

&
The Pneumatic Tire.
From "Punch. .
There seem to be rival claimants to the
distinction of having invepted the pneu-

matic tire, and the proposal to erect a
memorial to Mr. Dunlop hag evoked a pro-

posal to erect one to Mr. R.-W. Thomson.
‘ould it ‘not "be possible, we wonder, to
compromise :by making a rubber bust,
with an-inner” lining; the features of one
hero to be on the outside, and those of
the other on tlie Inside,  accessible by
means of a puncture? o 357
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Announcement

The constant in-
crease In our busi-
ness has again obliged
us to enlarge our
quarters, and this
consists this year .in
a finely equipped, up
to date special de-

We also_like to in-
form the ladies that
a member of our firm
will arnve this week
from Paris with a
large selection of the
latest novelties in
hair ornaments and
real shell goods. It
would be advisable
not to make vyour
choice elsewhere be-

partment for Chi-
ropody, headed by | £7
Mrs.: Packard, who

has devoted all her
life to requirements

GEORGES

Phone M. 3579

The large stock
of natural human
hair goods we con-

and skill in this art. stantly have on . ,
] | hand enables us to will be none to equa
She emplD}'B onty make the rarest their St'}'le in Wash-
modern and sanitary and most difficult ington, perhaps m
methods, which per- Bhiideﬁ . America. They are
mit her to accom- ., Marcel Waves, .. .. (14 at very
. Facial Massage, .
plish successfully the Manicuring,  d&e. reasonable prices
most difficult opera- done by niost com- Without any obliga-
tions. Petent operators.  tion.

Coiffeurs des Dames Llegantes

fore vou have seen
this assortment, as
without a doubt there

8 EMILE
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AUSTRALIA'S GREAT RAILWAY.

Transcontinental Line to Be Built
Partly Through Fear of Japanese.

From the Toronto Globe.

' Canada is not the only one of the Brit-
Ish overseas nations that is making his-
tory. The commonwealth beneath the
southern cross justifies her proud meotto,
“Advance Australia/’ by undertaking the
construction of a transcontinenta! line to
‘connect the settled portions of South
Australja with the northern territory. An-
drew Fisher, the quiet, unassuming Scot
who heaus the labor ministry, has an-
nounced the intentlon of the federal gov-
ernment to hold and develop the terri-
tory. Ae a first step toward this the gov-
ernment will build a railway from the
northeriy end «f the State Railway of
South Australia, some 300 miles north of
Adelaide, to Port Darwin on the north
ooast. The est mated cost of the railway
is $22,500,000. The distance to be trav-
ersed makes i evident that the railway
will not be of the highest grade, but will
be rather in the nature of a liglit eoloni-
zatlon and exploratosy line,

The construction of the railway is due
to national sentiment rather than the re-
quirements of trade, although in the end
it is hoped that there will be an impor-
tant interchange of products between the
north and the south when ue northern
territory is developed. At the moment,
however, Mr. Fisher and his colleagues
have their eye not so much on the de-
velopment of Australla’s cotton fields as
on the Jap. The eastern coast of Aus-
tralla is occupied by three fairly strong
states—Victoria on the gouth, with a mil-
lion and a half people; New South Wales
in the center with a million and three-
quarters, and Queensland on the north-
east coast, with something over half a
milion. These states are sufficiently pow-
erful and sufficiently enterprising to hold
their own territories for the white man.

In the center of the island, however,
stretching clear across it from north to
south, is the state of South Australia,
with but 00,000 people and almost a mil-
lien-square miles of territory. The north-
srn portion” of the state Is cut off from
the popujous southern part by the great
desert that occuyples the center of Aus-
tralia. On the northern coast with half
a million square miles of territory, much
of it suitable for cotton growing, there
are ‘less than 4,00 white men and 20,000

aborigines. That great stretch of vacant
land is regarded as a standing temptation
to the swarming millions of China anl
Jupan. In the recent election campaign
there was mu«ch talk of this dJdange:
Some speakers said that Japan could «i-
fectively occupy the region with her
troops béfore the people of Australia
could obta'n news that ihey had landed.
Unless a railway could be buill elther
from the Queensland end or from South
Australla the commonwealth could not
hope to hold the territory, for Japanu was
all powerful on the sea.

These reasons and the fierce hostility of
the Australian workmen to the competi-
tion of coolie labor have undoubtediy in-
duced the government to carry out an
agreement made provisionally in 1907 and
take over the northern territory.

Art a Lie?
From the Philadelphis Press.

Claude Debussy, composer of “'Pelleas
and Melisande,”” is the author of a very
remarkable statement. This is how |t
reads: “In real life I canneot live up te
the ideals I have in music. I feel the dif-

ference there iz in me, between Debussy

the composer and Debussy the man.”

Mr. Debussy goes on to say that ail anrt
is a lie. In making that statement, capa-
ble artist as he unquestionably is, he has
made a grave mistake. For art is a very
comprehensive term and embraces all of
the finer arts. It passes the boundarie-
of intelligence, for instance, to conceive
of, architecture as being a “lie.”

An erected huilding is obviously not a
falsehood.

If Shakespeare was a llar Satan i= in
danger of his high Miltonic seat.

Art, if a lie, has represented "to the
world its greatest truths. The Christian
religion has been cherished and sustained
by its means; the poesy of all lands has
been what has made thelr history; witi-
out a Homer, Achilles had never been
known; Aeneas wouid have been an in-
glorious Greek unless Virgil had immor-
talized him.

Mr. Debussy is living in a day when
eritical opinfon i3 too freely expressed,
particularly by men or women of tem-
porary positions in scats of learning.

“Is your suburb wholesome.™’ )

“No, old chap, it ain’t. My wife lost
her voice as soon as we moved out here,
and——"’

*‘What's the price of the lot nexi w
yours T —Cleveland Leader.
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